12       THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
thirst, and behind the hunger and the thirst fear
again. The herd of deer must come down to drink
at the water-hole. They come down driven by their
thirst, very silently through the deep shadows of
the trees to the water lying white under the moon.
They glide like shadows out of the shadows, into the
moonlight, hesitating, tiptoeing, throwing up their
heads to stare again into the darkness, leaping back
only to be goaded on again by their thirst, ears
twitching to catch a sound, and nostrils quivering to
catch a scent of danger. And when the black
muzzles go down into the water, it is only for a
moment; and then with a rush the herd scatters back
again terror-stricken into the darkness. And behind
the herd comes the leopard, slinking through the
undergrowth. Whom has he to fear? Yet there
is fear in his eyes and in his slinking feet, fear in
his pricked ears and in the bound with which he
vanishes into the shadows at the least suspicious
sound.
In the time of the rains the jungle might seem to
be a pleasant place. The trees are green, and the
grass stands high in the open spaces. Water lies in
pools everywhere; there is no need to go stealthily
by night to drink at rivers or water-holes. The deer
and the pig roam away, growing fat on the grass and
the young leaves and the roots; the elephant travels